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Mighty sweep, thunders; till love lightning-struck-

tamed

A calm light, mellow aflame,
Reveals the shape of nothing,
Patterns of oblivion, sweet
Ululationofallends
Ends snake ends fish, hands spider ends, ends flowers,

shells end,
Ends bells ends cloud, all ends sea ends shore ends,

ends stars, brings
Suns, brings prideofwhitewinds endlessly, glorybright

tears.
April, '41.

Canteen

1 his boy dressed in dungarees draws my attention;

He stands alone in this smoke and haze

The air of a tropical A.F.N. and Army canteen

Among snappy white-kh.aki-clad soldiers

And over the counter the whiterdressed white actresses;

He stands alone, his dungarees dirty
His old blue shirt stained with grease from some ship;
And I wonder why, browsing in the latest b<?oks
Seeking the Pimpernel unity on button-bright tunic
Suddenly this towsy-haired boy disturbs me;

Not that I want to be again in dungarees;
True to my time I am too proud (too afraid) for that;
Nor is it some fashionable flame; but still, colcjly
Distantly I watch him alone among the bright uniforms;
I find his presence, like forgotten words,

a bit puzzling,
West Africa> 1941.